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Again there was a laugh at All who, with a great
effort, managed to conceal his discomfiture. He raged
inwardly at the suggestion that he, Dr Syed Ali Beg,
M.D. of Edinburgh University, as he described himself
on his visiting cards, should appear in the company of
a youth representing a coolie, and took the mention of
blacking to be a studied allusion to his own dusky skin.
Ali Beg had an absurd idea of his own dignity and im-
portance, and said at length with painful deliberation and
an abortive smile, " I'm afraid dancing isn't much in my
line, and hakims, you know, shouldn't be frivolous, but
my wife I'm sure'U represent the pair of us very
worthily/*
As Ali stalked away, Olga realized his annoyance and
hurried to his side. " They didn't mean any harm,"
she whispered. " It was all their fun and you mustn't
mind them." In her desire to pacify him and avoid a
scene she added, with an effort, " If you'd rather I didn't
take part in the dance, of course I won't"
" But you must take part now," Ali insisted. " Why
you're one of the moving spirits. If you don't, your
friends'll blame me and say that I don't wish you to
enjoy yourself. You must join in with the others now
that the arrangement has gone so far/'
** You really mean it ? You really want me to take
part?"
** Of course, dear." The last word was rasped out as
though Ali's vocal chords required oiling, "I insist,
Go feck to the others and choose what you like. Til
wait for you at tie cash desk near the main entrance/*
Ali Beg trembled with suppressed rage as he saw Olga
flit back joyfully to her companions, as though delighted
to escape from her husband. The hot blood mounted to
his brain, and he was obliged to grip the edge of a counter
to regain self-controL Yet he dared not face the derision
of the English passengers, by forbidding his wife to take
port in tibc amusements lie could not comprehend.